OF JOHN AUBREY
Provinces, their own Country /ay open to the Incursion of the Invaders: In
that miserable state of things, the "Learned Men fled for &£fuge into Ireland ;
upon which occasion Learning did flourish there a long time ; but the memory
of things here became obliterated. Books perisiid, and Tradition was forgot.
The Saxon Conquerors ascribed Works great and strange to the Devil3 or
some Giants, and handed down to us only Fables. 'Twas in that Deluge of
History} the Account of these ^British Monuments utterly perished; the
Discovery whereof I do here endeavour (for want of written Record) to work
out and restore after a kind of Algebraical Method) by compering them that
I have seeny one with another and reducing them to a kind of Aequation : to
(being but an ill Orator my self] to make the Stones give Evidence for them-
selves. Although this extract sounds enticing, the plan seems to have
languished, for the book never appeared. Edmund Gibson, who
had seen the manuscript, probably gave the true reason, when he
wrote to Thomas Tanner some years later. " There is not in Mr,
Aubrey's books what I had expected," he said then* ** The accounts
of things are so broken and short, the parts so much disordered,
and the whole such a mere Rhapsody, that I cannot but wonder how
that poor man could entertain any thoughts of a present Impression.
They will be serviceable enough, however," he admits, " especially
in Counties where Intelligence falls short; but in the rest, we shall
not make much use of them."
In the same year, 1692, another letter passed between John Aubrey
and Anthony Wood. Accidentally I spoke with Mr. Gadbury, who is
extremely incens't against you, it ran. He sayes that you have printed lyes
concerning him. For the first volume of " Athenae Oxoniensis " had
now appeared in London and in it Wood had raked up an old scandal
about the astrologer's father, who, according to Aubrey, when he was
a toy lor, takes the measure of a young 'Lady for a gowne, and clappes up a
match. He tells me what you have wrote; Aubrey's letter continues, and
I am sorry for it, for he was civil to you, and was an ingeniose loyall Person.
In October of the same year, he wrote to Wood again : I shewed your
letter to Mr. Gadbury, wnerin you tell him that what he desires should be
amended as to Himselfe shall be donne in the Appendix to be printed: but
he huff*t andpisVt, saying that your Copies are flown abroad and the Scandalls
are irrevocable and that 'he will bave a fling at you in Print to vindicate him selfe.
But Wood remained blind to the indiscretion he had committed. " I
wonder at nothing more," he said, " then that Mr. Gadbury should
take it amiss of those things that I say of him,: for whereas the
generalise of scholars did formerly take him to have been bred an
Academician because he was borne at Oxon, and so, consequently,
not to be much admired, now their eyes being opened and knowing
that his education hath been mechanical they esteeme him a Prodigie
of Parts and therefore are much desirous that his picture may hang
in the public gallery at the Schooles." This storm was but a foretaste
of what was to follow, for with the appearance of Wood's second
volume, disaster finally overwhelmed the long collaboration between
the two antiquaries.
Now that Anthony Wood's work was published, Aubrey received
back from him The Minutes of Uves, only to find that the manuscript
had been mutilated. INGRATITUDE, wrote poor Aubrey on the
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